FIRST AND BEST IN ILLUSTRATED HORROR 




AFTER A THOUSAND 

YEARS, FLAVIAN 

RISES FROM 

THE CRYPT, IN A 

SPELLBOUND 
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X N ^99 CHARLES GENUNG, A PROMINENT 
WATERLOO, N.7. UNPERTAKER. BECAME THE FIRST 
IN HIS FIELD TO EMBALM WITH ARTERIAL 
INJECTIONS. USING THE BOPy OF A KINLESS. 
ITINERANT FARMHANP NAMEP GEORGE BAYLEY. 



IT'S fi, POUBTING WORLPi TO CONVINCE SCOFFERS 
GENUNG KEPT THE BOP/ AT HIS FUNERAL HOME tq 
PEMONSTRATE HIS SUCCESS. 





72 /EARS WENT BY.' GENUNG PIEP. 
HIS SON ANP GRANPSON IN TURN TOOK OVER THE 
FAMILY FUNERAL HOME, WHILE THE BOPY OF GEORGE 
SAYLEV WAS KEPT ON PISPLAY. IN THE SUMMER OF 1971 
JOHN GENUNG, THE GRAM0SON OF THE EXPERIMENTER, 
PECIPEP TO GIVE BAYLEYA __----j7 

SURiAL. r~'"""" 

^EARS OF PUST HAP PARKENEP BAYLEYS FACE AT 

THE FUNERAL. GENUNG PiPN'T TRY TO REMOVE JO MAKE AMENPS GENUNG BURIEP THE FORMER 

IT ALL" HE WAS AFRAIP THE SKIN MIGHT COME FARMHANP IN THE GENUNG FAMILy PLOT NEAR THE 

WITH IT.' GRAVE OF THE UNPERTAKER i 
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; is an everything letter. 
It's about everything: com- 
plaints, praise & suggestions. 
I've yet to see one of my let- 
ters in print. Some record, 
hunh? CREEPY is great. No 
question about it! Fat face 
Eerie doesn't even come close. 
Those people who want you to 
ditch Science Fiction are crazy. 
S.F. deserves a place in 
CREEPY. Blood is a dud. Why 
destroy art with needless blood 
and gore? How? can I find the 
words to praise CREEPY? May 
you live forever and may Eerie 
choke on his fat! 

PETER ESTOSITO 
Jamaica, N.Y. 



Just got through reading 
CREEPY #45 and every story 
therein was great. Best story 
bar none was 'The Picture 
of Death" by Bea. For The 
Sake of Your Children" was 
second and "Dungeons of the 
Soul" was third. How about a 
big full color poster of your- 
self, Uncle CREEPY? 

BARRY PAITSEL 
k Roanoke, Va. 

*»For what? To scare Eerie 
readers with? Keep ghouls and 
goblins away? Actually, a 
poster of yours truly is in the 
works, Barry. We dug up 
Michaelangelo and have him 
propped up in front of an 
easel but thus far he just 
keeps falling off the chair. 

I'm getting sick and tried 
of some of your letters. Per- 
sonally, I think CREEPY is the 
greatest. But some of your so- 
called "readers" keep writing 
in to say things like "last is- 
sue was fair" or "I gagged on 
last issue." I wish somebody 
would cast a death spell on 
these slobs. 

GEORGE CARTER 
Greensburg, Pa. 



On Christmas morning, I 
dug my greedy little green 
hand into the stocking and just 
what do you think I unearthed? 
CREEPY #44! It was really 
great! Really enjoyed "Sleep." 
Glad you saved it for last be- 
cause it was best! Were my 
eyes deceiving me or did ar- 
tist Ploog draw Gerson to re- 
semble Boris Karloff? 

LARRIE KING 
Sharpsville, Pa. 



I went out in the pouring 
rain and hail to get CREEPY 
#44 and 1 tell you, it was well 
worth getting soaked to the 
skin for. The cover kind of 
made me laugh, particularly 
the way the corpse grins at 
you, "With Silver Bells and 
Cockle Shells" wasn't all that 
hot. "The Last Days of Hans 
Bruder" was both sad and 
beautiful. "Like a Phone Booth, 
Long and Narrow" was a so-so. 
The ending of "The Ultimate 
High" came as quite a sur- 
prise. "Sleep" was very good 
and I enjoyed your little pun 
at the end. Uncle. I will keep 
saving my pennies so I can 
subscribe to CREEPY. That 
way I won't have to go out in 
the rain next time to get the 
latest CREEPY. 

SHERILL RUDDUCK 
San Francisco, Ca. 

"With Silver Bells and 
Cockle Shells" in CREEPY #44 
was semi-good but I don't see 
how the title fits. "Something 
to Remember Me By" was 
corny but I read it anyway. "A 
Certain Innocence" was awful! 
"The Last Days of Hans 
Bruder" was a tear-jerker. It 
didn't belong in CREEPY. "The 
Ultimate High" and "Like a 
Phone Booth, Long and Nar- 
row" were both sensational. 
Art and story on both was ex 
cellent. My compliments to 
writer Kevin Pagan and artist 
Mike Ploog for "Sleep." 

JEFF WADE 
Glenview, III. 

I have a little question to 
ask you. Uncle CREEPY. At 
your age, how do you stay so 
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That posthumous \ 
of our own dear Uncle 
CREEPY, Professor Creepy, 
mentioned in this space last 
issue as inhabiting the 
stormy world of the news 
paper strip "Little Orphan 
Annie." departed the comics 
section in February. See him 
riding off into the sunset (no 
less) below. 

Draeula scholars (any 
body who thinks he knows 
ill there is to know about the Transylvanlan Count) ought 
to be familiar with Vlad Teppes. According to reports from 
such diverse publications as Newsweek and The Calgary 

Canadian newspaper, "Draeula" author r 
Stoker used Romanian nobleman Vlad Teppes, nicknamed 
"The Impaler," for his fictional (?) creation. See Eerie's 
Monster Gallery in Eerie #40 for a special two-cover report 
on Mr. Teppes. 

Monster revival appears to be at its height at present, 
Soon to open on Broadway will be a play titled, "Sidney 
and the Werewolf's Widow" starring Telly Savalas and 
Geraldine Page. Plotline? The comings and goings of ; 
family of monster types, including a vampiric son and ; 
werewolf mother. 

Those CREEPY jigsaw puzzles, mentioned in this space 
last issue, made The Wash ington Post, a prestigious D.C . 
newspaper, 

To wit: "We are 
gathered here to- 
night at the stroke 
of midnight under 
the light of the full 
moon to assemble 
over 300 interlock 
ing pieces to see 
Uncle CREEPY (a 
art-nosed ghoul 
relaxing at home 
with fiends), or nu- 
merous other mon- 
sters and weirdies 
taken from the cov 
ers of CREEPY hor 
ror comic books 
dating back to 
1964." 




Comic strip villain bites the dust. 



Q0 An old secret my great 
grand-ghouly taught me — 
think creepy. 

CREEPY #44 was fantastic. 
"Something to Remember Me 
By" was great. (For the story 
behind "Something to Remem- 
ber Me By" see the CREEPY 
Fan Club pages this issue — 
ed.) "Sleep" was one of the 
best stories in CREEPY for 
some time. Please keep doing 
previews, They're great. 

STEPHEN YARDLEY 
An dove r. Mass. 



CREEPY #44 was one 
your better issues, Uncle 
CREEPY. I was really happy to 
see the new features. The pre- 
view page and Creepy Com- 
ments (now called "Inside 
#46 — ed.) are something to 
look forward to in future is- 
sues. Really enjoyed "Like a 
Phone Booth, Long and Nar- 
row" and "Sleep." "The Last 
Days of Hans Bruder" 1 
hardly horrifying, 

RICK MORGAN 
Pooletown, N.C. 



THE STORY BEHIND THE STORY 

LIKE A PHONE BOOTH LONG & NARROW 



Jan Strnad, author of "Like 
a Phone Booth, Long and 
Narrow" talks about the 
story; The telephone is a 
modern instrument of terror. 
The worst thing about it is 
lhat you never know who is 
calling until it's too late — 
once you've answered the 
phone, you're stuck. More 
than likely it will be some- 
one peddling aluminum sid- 
ing or dance lessons, or a 



wrong number, or just some- 
one you'd rather not talk to 
right at the moment. But you 
never know until you've an- 
swered, and there's always 
the possibility, the very slight 
possibility, that the call will 
be something important. So 
you answer, and the best you 
can ever get is a disembodied 
voice speaking from plac 
unknown. 

JAN STRNAD 




Your readers don'l realize you are making fun ol old and noble legends! 



My loyalty to CREEPY began 
when I bought CREEPY #1. 
Since then I've enjoyed spread 
ing "the good news" to ail my 
friends, though this is the first 
time I've written you, Uncle 
CREEPY. Concerning CREEPY 
*44. "With Silver Bells and 
Cockle Shells" would have 
been a poor story had it not 
been for the final frame, which 
saves both the artist and the 
writer from their incongruities. 
"Something to Remember Me 
By" displays both better art- 
work and better scripting. 
though the tombstone could 
have given way from loose dirt 
instead of lightning. "A Cer- 
tain Innocence" was a tolal 
disaster. I acknowledge what 
author Skeates was after but 
he completely forgets that the 
reader cannot read his mind 
or envision his chaotic or omit- 
ted scenes. "Sleep" was by 
far the best story of all. It was 
fantastic. 



CREEPT MN CLUB? 

WHAT'S IN IT FOR ME? 
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MEMBERSHIP CARD 

JUST WHAT ALL YOU I'LL 
DEMONS HIVE BEEN WAITING 

FORI! Mil 8H0 FULL COLOR par. 
trait ol pur tnvritt fifnd, 

UNCLE CREEPT b) thit miittr cl 
the manatroui, FRANK FRAZETTIt, 
■nibble far frimim. Tht OFFI- 
CIAL CLUB PIN, full color and 
Iturdily construcled. And the 
potktt tiu MEMBERSHIP CARD 
printed on ftranf hifh qu»ht) 
piper Itack With your awn per 
son jl number on It 



I CREEPY FAN CLUB 

1 P.O. Box 430 

I Murray Hill Station 

| Ntw York, NY. 10016 

| Dtar Craepy: Make m« i 

• number! Han't any $1.2$. 




Bayard and Gerson, the two conspirators from the story "Sleep" 
in CREEPY #44, Wrote Hampton Bays, N.Y. reader Tommy 
Werner, "Compliments to the author of 'Sleep.' Excellent ' 



CREEPY #44 was lousy. Worse 
than lousy. It was stupid. "The 
Last Days of Hans Bruder" 
didn't really qualify as horror 
but I liked it because it sort of 
got to me. "Like a Phone 
Booth, Long and Narrow" had 
the eeriest, pardon me, the 
creepiest plot I've ever seen. 
The story gave me cold chills 
RON GRIFFITH 
Agoura. Ca. 



Realty failed to see the point 
in the story "The Last Days of 
Hans Bruder" in CREEPY #44. 
It seems that more of your 
stories are trying to feature so- 
cial commentary. I thought 
CREEPY was a horror maga 
line and featured vampires, 
werewolves and monsters. I 
guess I'm wrong. 

GREGORY GIBBONS 
Watertown, Wis. 



"The Ultimate High" in 
CREEPY "44 is, was and al 
ways will be a great story. 

ALICE HARHER 
Charleston, S.C. 



CREEPY "44 wasn't one of 
your greater issues. The cover 
was awfu!. CREEPY'S Loath- 



"Dorian Gray: 2001" was 
the high point of CREEPY #44. 
You finally gave us a vam- 
pire story. "Like a Phone 
Booth. Long and Narrow" was 
the creepiest story I've ever 
read. 

TONY C. PERSIA 
Lynn, Mail. 

Egad, my dear Uncle, have 
you flipped your wig? The 
cover of CREEPY #44 was the 
most disgraceful, juvenile and 
all-together worst cover since 
Creepy #30! If that wasn't 
enough, I can't recall one story 
that was worthwhile. You no 
longer deserve the title "First 
and Best in Illustrated Horror." 
Surrender it to Eerie. 

fc ROGER SCHULTZ 

lA Corfu, N.Y. 



Are you sure Cousin Eerie 
didn't slip "The Last Days of 
Hans Bruder" into CREEPY 
#44 when you weren't look- 
ing? It was awful. 

STEVEN EPSTEIN 
Hoffmen Eitatai, III. 



1 originally come from Ba- 
varia in Germany and I pride 
myself in the knowledge of 

vampires and werewolves, hav 
ing heard the legends from my 
grandparents themselves. Al- 
though such legends may. on 
the whole, be fictional, there 



; truth 



> them 



f you 



to hear actual accounts, 
tne very hair on your head 
would stand on end. I have 
been thinking of writing you 
for some time but the actual 
disbelief that shows through 
your stories appalls me. The 
main reason I'm writing is for 
the benefit of your readers. 
some of whom may actually 
believe the cult. Vampires and 
werewolves are things of the 
night, the spawn of Satan. 
They represent the curse that 
arose from his grudge against 
innocent people and their right 
lo enter paradise eternal. Vam- 
pires, demons and ghouls — 
all dread, dark creatures that 
dwell when the sun is down, 
pursue the souls of human be- 
ings by sucking the life from 
their veins or entering their 
bodies in spirit form. You dare 
to place these horrors in your 
comics In too joking a manner 
by letting them ride space 
ships or giving them guns. The 
most idiotic character besides 
CREEPY and Eerie is Vampi- 
rella. Your readers are too im- 
mersed in funny books and 
cartoons to realize that you 
are making fun of old and 
noble legends. Only a few of 
your stories are magnificent 
and true to life. Ninety-five 
percent of them are trash. If 
you have the gumption to 
print this letter, you may have 
better and more challenging 
letters in the future. 



I truly appreciate your hav- 
ing the writers themselves talk 
about some of their more not- 
able stories. Please continue 
in this direction. I'm amazed 
at the work your artists are 
doing. It seems like each new 
issue introduces another fine 
talent. Dig your new face lift 
on the contents page as of 
CREEPY #44. It looks great! 
JERRY JOHNSON 
Justice, lit. 



■ Lore 



nothin 



"With Silver Bell 
Cockle Shells" was excellent 
but let's not have too many 
of these oil-painted stories. 
Ploogs ant on "Sleep" was 
beautiful. 

TOM S2EBERENY 
Quebec, Canada 



WRITE THE BIGGEST 
CREEP OF ALU 



DEAR UNCLE CREEPY 
c/o Warren Publishing Co. 
145 East 32nd Street 
New York, N.Y. 10016 





THBY SAY A 
CAT HAS 9 LIVES BUT 
WHAT ABOUT A 
VAMPIRE? TAKE POOR. 
TOVARR, FOR BXAMPlE. 
HIS LIFE WAS LIKE A 
BOUNCIN& BALL. NO 
MATTER. HOW HARD HE 
QOT BOUNCED, HE 
SPRANG BACK TO 
LIFE... 
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ART BY ESTEBAN MAROTO / STORY BY DOUGLAS MOENC 



"LIKE ANV yOUTH, I WAS EAGER TO 
TASTE THE FORBIDDEN FRUITS OF 
FIRST LOVE." 




"BUT IT WAS THE WAV OF $ATA*4, FOR. 
ON THE THIRD NIGHT I ROSE AGAIN FROM 
THE DEAD, AN INNER, COMPULSION 
BURNING WITHIN ME ... 



(3RATEFUUX I TOOK. LEAVE OF MV CLAUSTROPHOBC 
SHROUD AND THE BARREN CRYPT, THIRST AND 
UNQUENCHABLE FlRE DICTATED MY EVERY 
ACTION..." 



"AW EYES SLOWED, PROVIDING 
jME WITH A NIGHT ViSON 
UNNATURAL TO HUMANS. ALL 
THOUGHTS OF PHYSICAL 
FUNCTION WERE NONEXISTENT- 
I GLIDED THROUGH THE 
MOON-DAPPLED FOREST.:! 



"I WAS A CREATURE OF THE NGHT, OBSESSED WITH A 
PREDATORY DJSlRE WHICH I COULD NOT YET COMPREHEND..." 



' NOT UNTIL I HAD FIRST 
SLAKED AW INEFFABLV 
PROFOUND LUST FOR* 
BLOOD -NOT UNTIL I 
REOOICEO IN THE HOT 
BUBBLING THICKNESS 
OF AN INNOCENT DEER'S 
LIFE ESSENCE AS IT 
STREAMEO DOWN MV 
THROAT--DIDI REALIZE 
WHAT FATE HAD BEFALLEN 
ME, WHAT A MALEVOLENT 
CREATURE I HAD BEEN 
DOOMED TO BECOME..." 





"BUT MY MOTHER'S LOVE FOR HER. SON WAS 
GREATER THAN HER. LOVE FOR. SOD..." 



'ANDWV OVERWHELMING LUST FOR. BLOOD WAS 
FAR GflEA.TER.TNAN ANY LAST VESTIGES OF 
LOVE I MIGHT HAVE FEL7 FOR MY MOTHER...." 




"THE SHOCK OF THE SRISLY SIGHT WAS TOO 
MUCH FOR. MY FATHER AS HE ENTERED THE 
CRYPT TO INVESTIGATE MOTHER'S SCREAMS..." 




..AND HEOIED OFA HEART ATTACK. 
BUT HE WOULD NOT JOIN MY MOTHER. _ 
IN MUTUAL DEATH." 




"SATIATED, I LEFT THEM IN THE CRYPT. 
MY MOTHER. WOULD JOIN ME THE NEXT 
NIGHT. PERHAPS WE COULD FEAST ON 
FATHER.... MY COFFIN WAS WEIGHTLESS 




"MY PLESH SEARING WITH AGONIZED PAIN, I FLED" 
BUT THE MAN PURSUED, VICTORY WITHIN HIS 
GRASP..." 



"WE REACHED THE CASTLE AND ENGAGED IN A NIGHT- 
LONG CAT-AND-MOUSE GAME OF FATAL 
CONSEQUENCE, HE MOLDING MEAT DEFENSELESS 
BAY WTTH HIS DEVASTATING CRUCIFIX..." 




"I DON'T KNOW H/MAT 
BROUGHT ME BACK.... PERHAPS 
IT WAS THE CRUEL CAPRICE 
OF FATE ITSELF..." 



"...PERHAPS THEVERV POWER. "...GLUTTONOUSLY 

OF SATAN HiMSELF.Wr FEASTING ONTHEWARM 

I WAS REVIVED, AND I RICH BLOOD OF 

RESUMED MY PARASITIC BEAUTIFUL GIRLS..." 
EXISTENCE..." 



"...NIGHT AFTER CRIMSON 
NIGHT, QlftL AFTER. &RL, 
LEAVING THEM DRAINED 
HUSKS OF DUPLICATE EVIL..! 




"50 MADDENED WAS I WITH THIRST AND 
THE EXULTATION OF QUENCHING IT... I 
NEVER. SAW THE SHEPHERD UNTIL IT 
WAS TOO LATE..." 



."UNWITTINGLY, THE SHEPHERD 
RAISED HIS CROSSBOW TO THE 
MOON. I WAS TRANSFIXED 
UNDER. THE RESULTING 
5HADOW OF THE CROSS..." 



"BUT IF HE WAS IGNORANT 
OF THE POWER. OF THE 
CROSS, HE KNEW FULL WELL 
THE EFFECTIVENESS OF 
HIS WEAPON..." 




"I WAS NOT DESTINED TO PEACE FOR. 
LONG. AN UNDEAD MEMBER. OF My 
DISTAFF CULT HAD ,ALSO 8EEN 
FEEDING ON THE SHEEP..." 



'ONCE AGAIN t WAS RECONCILED 
TO MY ROLE OF DOOM "HARBINGER. 
AND SOUL- STEALER., INITIATING MY 
VICTIMS INTO ETERNITIES OF 
DEPRAVED SUBSISTENCE..." 




"THE WOODEN CROSSBOW 
QUARREL THROUGH MY HEART 
WAS AS DEADLY AS A STAKE. 
I DIED ONCE MORE..." 



"OUR MGHTS WERE PRECIOUS "THE 
ONLY OCCASIONS UPON WHICH I'VE 
MANAGED TO ATTAIN A SEMBLANCE 
OF HUMANITY SINCE FIRST 
SUCCUMBING TO VAMPIRISM. VET NOW 
I LANGUISH ON THE COLO STONE 
FUSSING OF MY CASTLE'S FLOOR., 
MAD WITH THIRST, ALL VITALITY DRAINED, 
UNABLE TO MOVE. DYING PORTHE 
/WA'TIME..." 




"I HAVE DIED BEFORE AND DOUBTLESS 
WILL DIE AGAIN, BUT TO ENDURE THE 
TREACHERY OF LALENA--! I SHOULD 
HAVE KNOWN THAT LOV£ FOR ME IS 
NOTHING BUT OCATWf WHV DID I NOT 
TAKE HER? WHV WAS I SO BUWD IN 
MV LOVE THAT I BANISHED MY CULT 
OF FOLLOWERS JUST TO BE ALONE 
WITH LALENA?" 



"I NEED 6LOOD. LALENA HAS 
BROUGHT ME BLOOD. BUT IF I 
TASTE OF IT MY MOUTH WILL 
SIZZLE AND BURST INTO 
DECAYING FRAGMENTS OF 
TORTURED FLESH..." 




"SARDONIC PATHOS SMILES DOWN 
UPON ME. THERE IS NO ONE HERE 
TO HELP ME NOW. I CANNOT MOVE. 
I THIRST. IT WILL NOT BE LONG NOW. 
SOON 1 WILL DIE WTTHOUT THE SWEET 
NECTAR. OF BLOOD TO REVITALIZE 
ME.IHAVE BEEN BET RAVED. WHO 
COULD HAVE ALERTED HER! 
PERHAPS A FORMER LOVER? ONE OF 
MY CULT, JEALOUS TO THE POINT OF 
WISHING TO KILL ME ¥ IT MATTERS 
LITTLE..." 








T yES, LALENA HAS 
BROUGHT WE BLOOD- 
TANTALIZING 8L00D. AND 
I AM TORN BETWEEN THE 
NECESSITY TO PARTAKE 
OF IT AND THE EQUALLY 
DEMANDING NECE5S1TY 
FOR ABSTENTION. LALENA 
HAS EVEN PROVIDED 
THE BLOOD WITHIN MV 
REACH , YET I DARE 
AW REACH IT; I AM 
DESPERATELY DRAWN 
TO IT BUT REPELLED 
SY ITS VERY 8IGHT.WHAT 
CONSUMMATE TORTURE!" 




"LALENA HAS SMEARED THE BLOOD ON 
THE DOOR- IN THE FATAL 51SN OF A 
crucifix ! A CAOSS Ofi SLOOO'-J" 




a SIFFK ASTRO -CKAFT SMOOTHLY SWINGS INTO EARTH ORBIT... ALTHOUGH ITS SIZE MAY BE 

*Mu%EPM#*TerE£r anp inches... it is one of the most powerful stax- 

SPANNING SHIPS /N TNE UNIVERSE... 




ART BY TOM SUTTON / STORY BY RICHARD MARGOPOULOS 



I»Y DUTY IS AGON- 
IZINGLY CLEAR.'IAWST 
t ENSLAVE One. PLANET 
..TO SAVE ANOTHER/ 




{...NOTHING. 


fHBY...'. NEVER ) 

/ SAW A CAR 

V LIKE THAT BEFORE 




AAUST 6E ONE'aN 

THEM NEW } 

FOREISN JOSS. J 


x It 






■ iBm 




l&id 




Panic hap 
driven edna 
into the eerie 
dusk- lit cem- 
etery 'she 
had watched ■■ 
her husband 
vanish into 
the eo& seyonp 
THE rusty IRON 
GATES, AND HAD 
FOLLOWED.' 
..-HIS HEAD 
RESTING 
AGAINST THE 
TOMBSTONE.. 
EYELESS 

SOCKETS STARING 
AT HER / 





ART BY FELIX MAS / STORY BY KEVIN PAGAN 



SUPPOSEPLY. ONLY SILVER OR OAK MAY 
PROTECT ONE FROM EVIL FORCES.' WHICH IS 
WHY THE TOWNFOLK HUPPLE IN THEIR 
HOMES OAK LEAVES HUNS UPON THE DOORS. 
TONIGHT THEY SAY THE LAUGHTER OF 
THE DEVIL HIMSELF WILL SUMMON THE 
CHILDREN TO LEAVE THE TOWN FOR A 
PURPOSE UNKNOWN ' 




SOON, THE Sit VER HANPLE OF CORBENS ' 
CANE THUOS AGAINST A 7tftCK OAKEN 
OOOR WHICH SMNGS OPEN IN ANSWER/ 




The demon gleefully 
raises an open palm 
and slowly lowers 
/t over the face of 
the villager.' corben 
smeus burning flesh 




fi/E FOLLOWS THE STRAN6E PROC££S/OfiJ AS 7HEMAN'- 
PEMON UTTERS SYLLABLES OF UNKNOWN ORIGINS 
A TORRIP EMERALP FIRE FIARES 7 





WHAT IN BLAZES IS THIS? I'VE JUST SAFELY RETURNED ) 
YOUR SONS AND DAUGHTERS .'WHAT ARE YOU SO ^ 

>— — ; * — , AN6RY ABOUT z) 

I TOLE YUH ) BECAUSE OF youR INTER- ^ ** 




at least we'll have 
the satisfaction of 
sinking our blades 
in your flesh .' ., 



JOHN .'VDUVE SOT TO FLEE WELTHAM ' HEAR 
ME .' HEAR THE TRUTH OF THE CURSE OF 
SATAN/ SEVERAL YEARS A60, INNOCENT 
PEOPLE WERE BURNED HERE. A LAR6E CULT 
OF WARLOCKS INVADED, AND HAVE HELD 
THIS TOWN SINCE /THEY WORSHIP 
PEP MEPHISTOPHELES UNTIL THEY 
REALIZED HE PROMISED NOT 
WEALTH AND FAME, BUT 
" ? UNENDING TORTURE.' 




AND HOW SATAN WISHES TO CLAIM US .' REPAV US IN FULL FOR THE EVIL _AND 
JuFFERlNS WE HAVE CAUSED .' ALL BUT l£Si£ Y. WHO PARED REJECT OUR 
IeACHINSS AND POWERS/ AND THE CHlLBKEN.-me OTKPRINSOF THOSE 

'since you are immune to his curse, 
we shall kill you ourselves/ 



IT HAS TO BE. IT 
^CAMT FAIL. THE MICRO-V 
' WETRIC SEPARATION OF \ 
THE MOLECULES , 
INDUCEP AT THE 
SAME TIME BY AN 
ELECTROSTATIC 
CURRENT,. 



..TO COUNTER- 
ARREST THE DISINTE- 1 
GRATING EFFECTS 
OF THE ATOMIC - 
CELLULAR COMPLEX . 
THEN... 
INVISIBILITY... 



— n f a 



I M/UERS 7NEORY P£P£NOEO UPON ACHIEVING AN 
IN7ERMOLECUIAR MICRO-SPACE SuFFIC/ENT ENOUGH 

' TO MAN/PEST PARTICLES INVISIBLE WITHOUT 
INTERRUPTING THEN? SPECIFIC FUNCTIONS... 






Mr* 


^F aw goo!! 

WHAT'S , 
■ HAPPENEP? 

1 XT CAN'T 


ill, s~- 


a. 



SOMETHING 

WENT WRONG .' 

TERRtatY WRONG. 1 

I'VE CHANGED INTO 

A skeleton: 

OF MYSELF.' 

■ OH, MY,, 
GOP// 




QUIVERING, ME PREPARES THE NEUTRAL/Z£R 
HIS ONLY HOPE. ' 




jsgapg 



NOW.. .ALL THAT 
REMAINS IS TO RAISE 
THE TEMPERATURE 
OF THE PREPARATION 
TO 257°, INJECT 
MYSELF WITH 2£cc 
AND WAIT.., ANY 
FURTHER DELAY 
COULD BE 
FATAL / 



MIPNI6HT...ANP THE INTERN 
RESPONSIBLE FOR CLEANING 
OUT THE LAB.-- 




A YOUNG , ROMANTIC KNIGHT WAS BANISHEP 
FROM THE THIRP KINGPOM... HE RETURNS 
NOW TO WITHEREP VINES ANP PUSTY 
FIELPSJTIME AWP MISFORTUNE HAVING 

WROUGHT CRUEL CHANS E5 . 




KAMAZ.THE MAGICIAN-KING IS PEAPj BUT DEL MAR 
16 NOT SUMMOWEP TO A THRONE ROOM OF RAINBOW 
CRYSTAL ANP GLEAMING GOLP I INSTEAP HE SEEKS 
A CAMP, STINKING WOCMHOLP.., 



THE FINAL REFUGE FOR ONE OF THE MYSTIC 
BLOOPlTHE LAST RULING PAUGHTER OF THE 
CRESCENT, WHO NOW NOT EVEN PARES TO 
WALK IN THE SUN I 




YES, THEY 
STOLE KAMAZ'S 
SOX... THE 
FORCE WAS 
WITHIN,.. 
LEAVING ME 
A HIDEOUS 
HAS ! 

38 




Leagues behinp were the bitter, blightep 
land5 of the north! but the sorceress £ 
knight rode owwaros, ever sewsing the 

MAUSHAUT THIEVES BEFORE HIM ' NEVER 
WAVERING UNTIL A SWEET GRASSEP VALUE/, 
SO FERTILE KAMAZ.THE WASTER HIMSELF, 
MIGHT HAVE PROTECTED ITJ HERE DELMAR 
BEHELD BEAUTY BESET BY THE BLOOP 
BEASTS / 




ABOUND 



ART BY LUIS GARCIA / STORY BY LYNN MARRON 



But renownep 
was the speep 
of pelmar's 
stallion anp 
famep was his 
lack of fear... 




SEEJWS BUT A 
HARMLESS 

SCHOLAR/ 



ftK.fl 



The cope of nobility but pecreep a 

GRANGER 5HOULP BE SHELTERED; 
FLAVIAN'S BANGUET TABLE &UKPASGEP 
MANY A ROYAL FEAST i 



j H16 HOST WAS GRACIOU5,BUT 
IT W6 THE GRACEFUL 
EILEEN WHO COULP TURN A 
^OLPIER'S HARPENEP WEAET 
FROM HARSH Pl/TW 



PAY© FAS6EP.AMP THE MAIOEN'6 i 
WARM. TOUCH MELTEP THE ICE-WALL \ 
OF YEARS GROWING. . . ONCE ASA1N 
PELMAR SMILEP ON A FAIR FACE, 
FORGETTING THE PAIN IT BROUGHT] 





*^ 



PELMAR WAS LOST TO PESPAIR; 
BUT A WOMAN'S HEART KNOWS 
NOT THE ICON THAT BARS, OP 
THE PUTY THAT CHAINS! 



Only in her embrace coulc he 
foeset the lessons of the 

VEACSi 




Pesperately Flavian PLUNSEP PCMft 
to the ceypT; ITS vast wealth 

UNTOUCHEP, BUT FOR OWE SMALL 
t OBJECT... 




Vi $'■ k^v^i 



Amp the 
creatures prolip 
caotue became 
their tomb 




Without hesitation . he refused an 

OFFER THAT HELP MORE PECORUM. THEN 
DEVOTION.. . 



AS THE HOURS PASS, BOREDOM 
SETS in I you PRAY FOR 
SOMETHING TO HAPPEN . . . 

ANYTHING ... but when nothing 
EVER DOES , VOU RESORT TO 
GAMES J J 




Being a night watchman is a lonely and 
time-consuming pursuit. you watch the hours 
while away, trying to amuse yourself in 
any way possible. ..anything to keep 
awake ...kill the ever 
present ticking of 
the time clock... 



Hours later, the older wan returns 
a collection of dead bats in his arms. 




CURIOUS. _ . _j 

ART BY JORGE GALVEZ / STORY BY E, A. FEDORY 



The younger *\an takes 
over for his part of 
the shift. 




TONIGHT'S GONNA 
BE MY N16HTjl'M 
5UPE TD WtNl THERE 
OUSHT TO BE A 
POOR HERE 
<50«EWHERE 



The kip decipep to vo some investigat- 
ing ON HIS OWN TO SEE IF HE COULDN'T 
FIND THE SATS'ROOSTING PLACE 




Suddenly, the huge bat takes on human form.' 




SLOWLY... ALMOST PAIMFULLYt- 
YOU PREPARE YOUR ATTACK... 
STALKIN6... YOUR SCREECH -CHOKED 
PRIZE a 



Your fingers rasp madly at the 
end of the -5taff... attempting to 
change its direful course . . . 

all to little avail'' 




CREEPY BOOK REVIEWS 




HOWARD KOCH 



Till PANIC 
BROADCAST 

ORSON Will IA' 

INVASION 
f ROM ItURt 

ARTHUR C.C1ARRE 



si 



THE PANIC BROADCAST 

ff y Howard Koch 
163 pp. Avon Books, 95* 

This book is nothing more than com- 
prehensive evidence of a phenomenon, 
and it's nothing less than a compendium 
of chaos. 

On October 30, 1938 (Haloween time 
no less) the Martian invasion of earth 
was sensationalized by newspaper 
headlines around the globe. But It was 
a fictionalized invasion, and the reason 
it splashed universal newsprint with 
48-pt. size shrieking headlines was that 
Orson Welles fictionalized it. Convinc- 
ingly. So convicingly thai droves of ter- 
rified 1930's radio-listeners frantically 
united in a fleeing mass exodus from 
their imaginations (and from the effec- 
tiveness of the We lies/ Mercury Theater's 
historic broadcast) and to they-knew- 
not-where. The nation went into panic. 
CBS, the radio network that originated 
the broadcast, was inundated with fran- 
tic telephone calls, as were most police 
stations. 

THE PANIC BROADCAST is a fastidi- 
ously detailed chronicle in print, photo- 
graphs, and newspaper and cartoon 
reprints of what imagination, stimulated 
by masterful hands (or, rather: voices), 
is capable. Koch, the author of the 
book, was the author of the original 
radio script loosely based upon pioneer 
S.F. writer H.G. Wells' WAR OF THE 
WORLDS and transformed by the latter 
day Orson Welles into an audial docu- 
ment of terrifying plausibility, so plausi- 
ble that cities like Newark, New Jersey 
were witness to droves of terrified au- 
tomobile drivers on their way to no- 
Highlights of the book include a 
transcript of the original radio play, 
Koch's interviews with persons who, 
back on that 1938 night, were stimu- 
lated into believing the impossible, and 
the plethora of excellent illustrations 
including a host of editorial cartoons of 
the day. 

The world was more innocent in 
1938. more naive, but perhaps even 
Arthur C. Clarke's erudite introductory 
comments on the planet Mars will prove 
just as naive In the year 2001 ... ■ 




THE GREAT RADIO HEROES 

By Jim Harmon 
253 pp. Ate Books, 75t 

Old-time radio has been enjoying a 
sustained commercial revival since 
about 1967; FM stations across the na 
tion delight in facetiously or "campedly" 
playing time-worn, audially distorted 
tapes of THE SHADOW, LONE RANGER, 
LIGHTS OUT, and whatever other ace- 
tate artifacts they are able to procure. 

But for devoted radio enthusiasts 
such as this book's author, radio was 
never silenced but preserved in base- 
ment archives crammed with treasured 
recordings often valued more for their 
sound quality than for their subject 

Jim Harmon loves radio, much like 
other people nostalgically love whatever 
occupied the majority of their child 
hoods, and his book reflects that love 
eloquently. But, as with many such 
books (ALL IN COLOR FOR A DIME 
included to some extent), I suspect that 
the reportorial reminiscences transcend 
the quality of the original subject. My 
radio tape collection is minimal- — bul 
extremely selective — and I just can't 
gosh-wow over it the way Harmon does. 
Harmon, and most radio devotees, first 
experienced radio in their most influen- 
tial, formative periods — and therefore 
remember the childlike sense-of wonder 
in a subjective context each time they 
re-experience an old tape. But for those 
listening to a tape objectively, say over 
the age of ten and In the progressively 
more sophisticated (and cynical) 
1970's, much is left desired. 

Harmon gropes for the Inevitable 
comparison: radio and television. Radio, 
he proselytizes, conjured up images in 
the imagination which no camera could 
ever duplicate. Maybe so— back in the 
thirties and forties. But now. for this 
reviewer at least, all that is conjured is 
images of deadline-rushed hack scripts, 
tired announcers, harried actors in zoot- 
suits before antiquated stand-up micro- 
phones, and bored sound-effects men 
wondering what's for dinner. ■ 

—BOOK REVIEWS BY DOUGLAS MOENCH 




ALL IN COLOR FOR A DIME 

By Don Thompson A) Dick tupoff 
255 pp. Ait Books, $1.50 

I'm addicted to books. My existence 
is literally dependent upon a liberal ac- 
cessibility to books. 

And it's all because I'm an escapist, 
and escapists seek refuge in one form 
or another of diversionary entertain- 
ment. But why books instead of, say, 
movies? Well, movies are okay — I enjoy 
them — but they're so damned ephe- 
meral . . . fleeting. They flicker through 
the projector and— Pffft — they're gone. 
And I also have a mania for possessing 
tilings, collecting them. Collecting films 
(in my position) is pragmatically in- 
feasible. So: Books. By possessing 
them, they can be repeatedly experi- 
enced. They're eternal. 

But there is one aspect of films which 
most books lack: Visuals. Pictures. So 
enter stage right my fanaticism for . . . 
illustrated books. "Comic" books. 

So what could appeal to me more 
than an illustrated book about comic 
books? Nothing; and that's why ALL IN 
COLOR FOR A DIME — and most others 
in the absurdly miniscule genre of 
books-about-comic-books/strips — here- 
with receives my unreserved recom- 
mendation. 

In the early 60's, Dick Lupoff pub- 
lished ten issues of a long-defunct ama- 
teur science fiction magazine called 
XERO. Each issue contained a section 
concerning comic books, collectively 
titled, "All in Color for a Dime". These 
ten sections, plus one additional piece, 
have been revised and in some in- 
stances completely rewritten, and now 
comprise the eleven chapters of the Ar- 
lington House/Ace book. Each chapter 
is a feast for the comic book gourmet. 

The editing by Don Thompson and 
Dick Lupoff, while perhaps extensive, Is 
unobtrusive. And that's the way it 
should be. 

All the fun, of course, is adequately 
complemented by a color section of pri- 
marily super hero comic covers of the 
forties, interspersed with black and 
white reproductions of original artwork. 
It's enough to make you sigh, and 
whisper: "Gosh-wow ..." ■ 

S3 



MOVIE 
MASKS 



DIRECT FROM 

HOLLYWOOD 

EACH ONE COVERS ;TO 

THE ENTIRE HEAD JSZX 




THE MAD DOCTOR MOLE PEOPLE THE PHANTOM 




FRANKENSTEIN 



MASKS MAILED TO TO DIRECTLY FROM HOLLYWOOD 



Please rush ma the following for which I enclose S 

" , .". , Li"EJ5 , Kg« m CAFTAIN C0MPANY 

2 MOLE PEOPLE HANDS (117 50) 

THE PHANTOM MASK (Mi. 001 

2 PHANTOM HANDS (S1 7.30) NAME 

MR. HYDE MASK ($34.00) 



2 MR. HYDE HANDS (J17.SD) 
■ THE C0KILLA ($34.00) 

V GOB ■..-. .-.:..-. ■ .. 



ADDRESS„ 



- ait.'-, 

THE CREATURE MASK ff 34.00) 
"CREATURE HAHD5{S17"- 

14.01)1 



*0LFM»N MSSK ,'. 



THE MUMMY MASK ((3*. 00) 
2 MUMMY HANDS ($17.30) 
FRANKENSTEIN MASK (134.00) 
■ n 1 FRANKENSTEIN HANDS ($17.50) 



SORRY. NO COD'S 
OFFER GOOD IN U.S.A. ONLY 



FABULOUS 1972 YEARBOOKS collectors editions! 





from it COVERS! 

Full Color 22" x28" Posters of 
Original EC Horror Covers! 




Now tor the first time you can have oric 
horror comics covers from VAULT OF HORROR S32 
and TALES OF THE CRYPT #38 as Huge Posters! 
Art oy JOHNNY CRAIG and JACK DAVIS- In Full 
Color! 22" x 28" Big! The untensored original ver- 
sion; before the art was toned down! Reproduced 
from the Original Artviork! Limited Supply! Fan- 
tastic quality Collector's Art Item you must have! 
Only 1.2.50 each, or $4.75 for both , All posters 
are sent rolled, in a protective mailing tube. 



CAPTAIN COMPANY 

P.O. Box 430 Murray Hill Station 

New York, NT 10016 

Please RUSH my EC HORROR FOSTERS 

□ Send me the TALES FROM THE CRYPT A 
color poster, for which. I enclose S2.50 p 
75( postage 1 handling (Total: 13.25). 

L~] Sana me the VAULT OT HORROR full co 
poster, for which I enclose (2.50 plus 7 
for postage h handling (Total; S3. 25). 

D I must have BOTH posters! Here Is my u. 

flus 750 for postage * handling [Total: 
IK). 



jLf 



« 



mm 



ADDRESS. 
CITY 




' FIRST COLLECTION OF 
GREAT HORROR COMICS 

18 Page 10"xl4" Hard-Cover Book ia Full Color! 




DON'T MISS THIS ONE! 

"EC HORROR COMICS OF THE 1950S 
IS THE TRUE HISTORY OF AN ERA! 



CAPTAIN COMPANY 
P.O. Bo* 430, Murray Hill Station 
^— ,| New York, N.Y, 10018 

* J, Please RUSH my Collector's Limited Edition Copy ol EC 

I HORROR COMICS OF THE 1950's for which I enclose 
| $19.95 plus $1.00 Postage and Handling. (Total $20.95) 



" I 



HERE5 WHERE WE GRAB YOU BY THE 



COMPLETE YOUR COLLECTION! ORDER BACK ISSUES NOW! 




[335112 




H35SS 




33SB 




S33B 


AVAILABLE 

IN 

JULY 

1972 


MAILABLE 

IN 
AUGUST 
1972 


AVAILABLE 
IN 

SEPT. 
1972 


AVAILABLE 

IN 

NOVEMBER 

1972 



THESE BOOKS WILL 

BECOME AS VALUABLE 

AS HADES IN MONTHS 

TO COME! 



#44 



#45 



DON'T WAIT! MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY!! 



13(12,00) a #13(11.21) □ #23(11.00) D #W 

I 4(12.00) #14(11.21) Q #24(11.00} □ #14 

i s(*2.oo) a #is(»i.2!) n *2i«i.oo] d #m 

I B(ll.SO) □ #16(11.21) D fflSlSSc) D #» 

¥ T(n.30) a #17 t«c) n #" 

¥ 0(11.50) D #10(11.25) D #M(Me) D #30 

¥3(»i.so) n #i9($i.2S) j #2i tisc) a #" 

110(11.50) a #20(11.00) □ #30(S5e> Q #40 

£11(11.21) D #21(11.00) U #11 (Me) 



EERIE BACK ISSUE DEPT. 

P.O. BOX 430, MURRAY HILL STATION l^tarti, 



NEW VORK, H.T. 10016 



NAME 

ADDRESS . 




GPUGfSATS BECAUSE THESE 




BACK ISSUES 

.„ARE NOT IM YOUR COLLECTION!? 

THINK HOW MUCH THESE EARLY ISSUES 
WILL BE WORTH A YEAR FROAA NOW.' 
NO COLLECTION IS COMPLETE WITHOUT THEM.' 





.^jlHlB 



AVAILABLE 
IN 
JUNE 
1972 



AVAILABLE 
IN 

JULY 
1972 



AVAILABLE 

IN 

AUGUST 

1972 



»15 *16 



1 «P " 



DON'T WAIT! MAIL COUPON TODAY! 



■S a # s(n.so) 

n * ««i. so) 

"(»i.t- 



NAME_ 



L] # 8 (11.50) 

C # 9(11.10) 

#10(11.10) 

C #11(11.00) ADDHE 

n #12 ((1.00) 

" '72 Y8 (11.50) CITY- 



. — J 



Your collection isn't 
complete without every 
issue of VAMPIRELLA! 



11.001 



VAMPIRELLA BACK ISSUE DEPT. 
P.O. BOX 430, MURRAY KILL STATION 
NEW YORK, N.Y. 10016 



■ i.Emrrai.ii.MiiiiM'ii.Hii.i.iii.ii.Mmra; 




r N R MONSTER FLY! 



< OVER S INCHES LONG! . ,-.„. 
i STICKS TO AN1TTHING! JifSmuFi 
. CUTE AND HORRIBLE! ™<™ E - 

:l»ir» Tor FAMOUS MONSTERS 



ir MONSTER FLY 



I COLLECTOR'S HARDCOVER BOOK 

OF 




WOW I 

LOOK WHAT'S 

ON THI WAllt 



wants a LIVE MONKEY 






YOU tM be the hap 


vmsm» 










LIVE bib/ SQUIR- 


/TV 


1/ 














!sr; ro r xvK 


hn'a hmTrl™ 


.O-d 








*•"."". "d"!iiWS 


™it"!TlnehM 


Of* 




















.1 Sl.ndff. IhO'l 






:aptain co.p.o b d 


fl30, Murrey Hil 


■""' 





208-PAGE HARD COVER 
COLLECTORS EDITION. 
DON'T MISS IT! 

Now available for the first time, 
a complete collection of Milton 
Caniff's earlier comic strips, 
TERRY AND THE PIRATES. 
Starting with the very first in- 
stallment, this book contains all 
the strips from the years 1934 
and 1935. Fallow Pat Ryan, 
Connie, Normandie and Terry as 
they battle pirates, cut-throats, 
loughs, and kidnappers along 
the China coast. 
ONLY 

$1 

HANDLING 
Sony, no C.O.D.'s 

THIS OFFER GOOD ONLY IN U 

MAIL TODAY TO: 

CAPTAIN COMPANY 

P O. Box 430, Murray Mill Static 

New York. NY. 10016 



12 s 



NOW! GET THESE ACTION COMIC COLLECTOR'S ITEMS!! 




Limited copies are still available 
of this thrill-packed comic mag produced 

by the same artist* and writers 

who give you CREEPY end EERIE! Just clip 

the coupon and sond today for 

your copies of this powerful package 

of explosive fury no true collector would 

want to be without . . . 

BLAZING COMBAT 
MAGAZINE! 



G I enclose WOO (or the First Collector's Edition 

D t enclose $3.00 1st the Second Brut Issue 

□ I enclose 13.00 for the Hird Wttinf Issue 

Q I enclose % 100 lor the Fiery #4 Issue 



ADDRESS.. 

cm 



STATE IIP CODE 



77*5*r CR£EPyFArf ClUB? WAT'S 
M/r FOR ME?/ 





■ w :i 


II m 





Hie, 



JUST WHAT ALL YOU L'lL DEMONS 
HAVE BEEN WAITING FOR.'/ 

O010 your orbs around the page ... It can all be yours! An 8x10 PULL 
COLOR portrait of your favorite fiend, UNCLE CREEPY by that master of 
the monstrous. PRANK PRAZETTA. suitable for framing ... The OfFICIAL 
CLUB PIN (Shewn half site below), full color and sturdily constructed . . 
And the pocket-slie MEMBERSHIP CARD printed on strong high quality 
paper stock, also shown half sixe! Once you get this fearfully fun kit, you're 
eligible to submit drawings and stories for print in the FAN CLUB PAGE 
appearing In every Issue of CREEPY! Just send the coupon below . . . NOW! 



FULL COLOR PORTRAIT IS 
6IAHT SIZED B"iUT 



eV££*t 




CREEPY FAN CLUB Dept, =ai 



■ Here's sty Si ss tor I lifetime membership In the most ihoiillshly 

(rest tin club foiftf. which entitles me to 1 bii 3" club ph., stem- 

I bership esrd with ay own personal number, and full-color portrait 

1 of my favorite fiend, UNCLE CREEPY! 

I NAME 



I ADDRESS 
I CITY 




FOR THE FIRST TIME... 

KAItNAItAS 

GIANT 

POSTER! 

HUGE , CAPTAIN CO. 

3-1/2 X 2-1/2 ' MURRAY HILL STATION 

POSTER OF NEWTWW ' NY ■ !M1S 

7*T». * tV. *\i ! "*••• ,u,h m * SUPEK.SfECIAL 
JONATHAN BARNABAS GIANT POSTER! I «n- 
rr.ir* \y^.i in ' *'•*• $1 °° pl '" 30 ' p o,, °9» * 

FAVORITE J — 

DARK 
SHADOWS", »»■ »'■»•■ 

VAMPIRE ■ »""■•■•••""«"«'•"'■"•'«'• 




NOW! A 400-PAGE 11"x 14" HARD- 

COVER COLLECTION OF THE FIRST 

COMIC STRIP SPACEMAN! 

BUCK ROGERS 

Now, The Collected Works of Buck Rogers In the 25th 
Century! 

Comic-strip fans and space buffs will revel in this fantastic 
selection from 40 years ot Buck Rogers comic strips, starting 
in 1929. In this massive 400-page volume, over 1,000 of them 
have been reproduced in color and monochrome. 

K you're a comic-strip fan, this collector's delight may hurl 
you into the past rather than the future. The past of childhood 
fantasies, of atomic disintegrator guns and Buck Rogers speed 
sleds. Welcome to the world of the 25th century! 



CAPTAIN COMPANY 
P.O. Box 430. 
Murray Hili Station 
New York, N.Y. 10016 



rig !■ enclosed. 



The Collected Works ol 
te 25th Century. My pay- 
plus (1,00 shipping and 



DICK TRACY 

20 YEARS OF DICK 
TRACY'S AMAZING 
COMICSINHARD- 
C0VER.9'/4 , xl2 1 /4 



For the lirs 






best ot DICK TRACYI 








Tracy artisi Chester 


Gould. The 






to 1951! The Blank! 






player 86 


Keyes Flattop! The 






1947 launc 


ed a Fad! See Tracy 




n cement. Almost suf- 






by The Bla 


k! 29 color pages! 





PULPS 

BEAUTIFUL OVER- 
SIZED WxlVA" 
HARD-COVER 
GREAT CLASSIC! 



t fro 



Fantastic 



: wct! 



.! Detecti 

lion Weekly! All the great Fantasy 
writers like K. P. Lovecraft! Ray 
Bradbury! Edgar Rice Burroughs! 
The first complete survey and 
antholgy of art and literature Irom 
1896 to 1953! Rare original cover 
■ before in Hard-Cover 



Old-li 




CAPTAIN COMPANY 

P.O. Box 430. Murny Hili Station 

New York, N.Y. 10016 

□ Send THE CELEBRATED CAS£S OF DICK 
TRACY. Enclosed is '->■ K pluj 75c pottage 
& handling. (Tot.il I7.70I 

D Send THE PULPS. Enclosed is ib.n pi III 75« 
for postal* « handling. (Total 17. 70) 

H Send Both THE CELEBRATED CASES OF DICK 

T-n»» v a „H Tun DlirpS Fn^lo&ed Is JU.OC 

handllni. (Total 



' TRACY » 



THE PULPS. Enc 




PRINCE VALIANT PICTURE BOOKS 

HARD COVER, LARGE 7 x 10 SIZE! 128 PAGES 
EVERY PAGE ILLUSTRATED BY HAL FOSTER 



SUPERMAN & BATMAN 
I HARD-COVER- 388 PAGES- 7V 2 "nlQW 



QUALITY MADE BOOKS 
TO LAST A LIFETIME 




BOOK #5— M.95 
"PRINCE VALIANT 
AND THE GOLDEN 



POSTAGE 1 

FOR EACH 

BOOK, AND MAIL 10: 

CAPTAIN COMPANY 
P.O. Box 430 
Murray Hill Sta. 
N.Y., N.Y. 10016 

U.S. ORDERS ONLY 
NO COD. '5 




tW -s7.95 




S7.95 



CAPTAIN COMPANY 

P.O. Box 430. Murray Hill Station 

New York, N.Y. 10016 



" KOHiM THE BOY WON- 

EJEH: 1--HOM THE SB'S TO NAME 
THE TO'S. Eni/ltwed ia I7.SJ5 
plus title paaiHUe S huncHine. ADDRESS 
(Total *B.5.il 

CITY 
| STATE 



C3LOWMN-THE-PARK 

SCALE MODEL KITS 



Create your own horror film characters. Authen- 
tic life like model kits made of Styrene plastic. 
You paint them yourself with quick dry enamel 
and watch them glow in the dark. 




"GLOW" 
FRANKENSTEIN 



"GLOW" 
MUMMY 



"GLOW" 


"GLOW" 


"GLOW" 


PHANTOM 


WOLFMAN 


FORGOTTEN 


of the OPERA 


win hi* Ma ,i„ 


PRISONER 



"GLOW" 
DRACULA 



ME 



Dr. EVIL 

OF CAPTAIN ACTION 




LAND OF THE GIANTS 



*%ki4/ 



From T.V. & Films! 

AUTHENTICALLY 

SCALED Plastic 
HOBBY KITS! 

ORDER NOW! 
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Out a' ipice, ons-*y«d 
TV MONSTER li life and 
death battle with Family 



VOYAGE TO THE 
BOTTOM OF THE SEA 
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A MILLION READERS ASKED 
FOR IT! HERE IT IS! VAMPI'S 
OWN ALL NEW FAN CLUB! 

Hey, all you red-blooded VAMPIRELLA readers! 
Take a look at the fantastic blood-curdling collec- 
tion of goodies you get when you join VAMPI- 
RELLA's own All New FAN CLUB! A heart-stopping 
Official Full Color VAMPIRELLA CLUB BADGE 
(heavy metal, high quality) by top VAMPIRELLA 
Yearbook artist Asian! PLUS an Official wallet-size 
VAMPIRELLA MEMBERSHIP CARD (individually 
and personally numbered) signed by her vampiric 
ladyship, VAMPIRELLA herself! Once you receive 
these collector's items you become eligible to 
submit your art and stories for possible publica- 
tion In VAMPI'S FLAMES pages, appearing every 
issue In VAMPIRELLA! Stop spending sleepless 
nights waiting for the VAMPIRELLA FAN CLUB.' 
It's here! JOIN NOW! Just send the coupon below! 




Enclosed li my 51.25 for a lifetime 
membership In the VAMPIRELLA FAN 
CLUBI Sand my Big Club Badge and 
Sturdy Membership Card with my 
own personal number, signed by 
VAMPIRCUAI 



VAMPIRELLA FAN CLUB Dept. 
P.O. Box 430, Murray Hifl Station 
New York, N.Y. 10016 





Writer Profile: Lynn Marron 




Writer Lynn Marron, whose 
story "Spellbound" Is this 
issue's cover story, tells 
about herself & her work. 

From my crayon eating 
days upwards (I'm now 24). 
I have lived out my fantasies 
on paper. Blessed /cursed 
with a hyperactive imagina- 
tion. I entered high school 
jre in the knowledge that 
It was my destiny to become 
America's greatest painter 
of paperback book covers 
(mainly gothlcs; I haunt old 
houses). So inspired, I splat- 
tered my way through a my- 
riad of art classes and one 
lone journalism course. 

Graduating with an Art- 
Regents Liberal Arts Diplo- 
ma, I looked for a job. Then 

looked for a business 
school. 

After a year of office pro- 
cedure, typos and tea breaks, 
' »n rolled in college; where 
some time I sketched, 
painted, glued, scratched, 
sculpted and welded, until 
I never wanted to see an- 
other pad, canvas, board, 
block or silk screen againl 

Providentially the program 
people demanded more hu- 
manity credits before I grad- 
uated. So I signed up for 
Acting I. 

My first part was classic 
tragedy (for me). I portrayed 
a noble Greek lady of ancient 
times, who was deeply in 
love, with her husband (only 
he had a name I couldn't 
remember, much less pro- 
nounce on stage). However. 
I suddenly recognized a crea- 
tive outlet for my abilities 
that did not require me to 
daily immerse myself In Eau 
De Turpintine. 

Abandoning my portfolio 
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in a mossy stoned grave, I 
turned to propagating scripts: 
short stage dramas; televi- 
sion, plays, interesting, how- 
ever, everytime I laboriously 
polished a 60-page draft, the 
series suffered instantane- 
ous termination. (Now you 
know who really killed "Star 
Trek" and others too numer- 
ous to mention). Before I 
was reduced to writing post- 
scripts, a television writer 
whose work ! admire directed 
me to a writer's workshop. 

Arriving for a 1969 ses- 
sion in Pennsylvania, I re- 
ceived abundant criticism 
and encouragement. As a re- 
sult, a 30-minute radio script 
of mine was produced and a 
west coast agent submitted 
my teleplay to "The Ghost 
and Mrs. Muir" (I got a lovely 
letter from the producer two 
days before the show was 
cancelled). 

Returning the next sum- 
mer, I met a fellow scribe 
who introduced me to the 
world of comic scriptdom. At 
last a market for my favorite 
subjects (reincarnation, lep- 
rechauns, werewolves, ad 
infinitum)! 

Since selling my first 
script to Eerie ("Horror at 
Hamilton House" illustrated 
by Ken Barr In Eerie #37 — 
ed.), I have been counting 
the number of words per 
blurb, per panel, per page , . , 
illustrating children's books 
, . . paying towering overdue 
library fines . . . killing off 
television series . , . scrib- 
bling random story ideas on 
the napkins at hamburger 
palaces, and reading tea 
leaves for friends (Gypsy an- 
cestry). In general, leading 
a perfectly normal (for me) 
existence. 




A scene from Lynn Marron's 
"Deadman's Treasure" In 
Vampirella #14. Art by soon- 
to-be profiled Tom Sutton. 



lf\J5Tflr\JT REPUN 

By John C. Soltano, Old Bridge, !\.J. 



The starship arrived on 
schedule, its three gleaming 
fins setting into the mossy 
surface, scarring it with black 
ionic indentation. The hull, 
once new, was spotted with 
tiny meteor holes. As the last 
burst of the retros shut off, 
the mechanical whine slowed 
to a stop and the tranquility 
returned. The sky cleared of 
ionic residue. On board the 
ship the only sign of life was 
the soft glow of the landing 
lights, filling the decks with a 
red glow. Of the ten members 
of the original crew, only six 
remained. The skipper was the 
first to awaken from his dream- 
less slumber of suspended 
animation. Wearily, he got to 
his feet. Before awaking the 
others, he checked whether or 
not this was the planet they 




Pencil sketch of a spaceman 
casting the shadow of the devil 
was done by Indianapolis, Ind. 
reader TERRY HARRISON who 
is a senior at the John Herron 
Art School. 



AFTER NIGHTFALL 



Now the lights are out and 
the air is filled with terror. 
Soon, they will come. It is get- 
ting colder outside and the 
wind howls in torture. They 
start to roam the blackened 
streets. People huddle behind 
bolted doors as the creatures 
of the nether world come 
forth. Families sit in mortal ter- 
ror by flickering candlelight as 
stalking death searches out 
the small fearful village, | 



had been searching for the 
past ten years of earth time. 
Anxious that this was finally 
the' right planet, the skipper 
activated the main view 
screen. At once, the picture 
shot into view; a mossy planet 
with growths that resembled 
trees, a light green sky and 
blue-white sun. He cried out 
in despair. "This is the sixth 
time we've returned here! The 
automatic return system must 
be out again. I can't under- 
stand it! I keep setting It for 
Earth and this can't be Earth!" 
He returned to his frozen sleep 
and the ship took off again. 
Someday, maybe he will real- 
ize they are home . . . but 
10,000 years ahead of time. 
They were home but didn't 
know it. 



The Spice of Life 

By Lee Breakiron 
Pitfburgh, Pa. 

"You really killed her," I 

asked as Daryl and I sat down 
to dinner in his palatial home, 
"Certainly," he replied, a smile 
just beginning to show on his 
face. "It was really quite easy. 
I merely held a pillow over 
Lisa's face when the poor fool 
was asleep. Now this house 
and her fortune are mine to do 
with as I please." He leaned 
back in the plush armchair, as 
if imagining all the possibili- 
ties. For a few minutes, the 
only sound that passed be- 
tween us was the crackle of 
the fireplace. He rose from his 
chair and stoked the flames. 

"What if people wonder 
about your wife's sudden dis- 
appearance?" I asked, sure 
there was a catch here that he 
had missed. "And how did you 
dispose of the body?" 

His answer was confident, 
self-assured. "I'll say she left 
me. As for her body ... I 
burned it!" I nodded. "By the 
way, this food is excellent," I 
said. "Thank you," he an- 
swered. "It's alt in the season 
ing." He indicated the shaker. 
"Yes," 1 declared, "I'm sure 
Lisa couldn't have seasoned 
this any better herself." 

Daryl smiled. "Funny you 
should say that," he said as 
he sprinkled more of the 
strange grey spice on the 
potatoes. ■ 



PERPETUAL SEARCH 

By George B. Evan* Wichita, Kama* 



As Pierre awoke from a 
dreamless sleep, his lungs 
were filled by the musky odor 
of his small prison cell. He sat 
up, brushing tangled locks of 
hair back from his eyes. Stand- 
ing up slowly, he walked to- 
ward the tiny barred window 
of the celt. 

The cobble-stoned streets of 
the small French village were 
brightly illuminated by the 
early morning sun. The morn 
ing however held no joy for 
Pierre for this was to be the 
last day of his life. 

He shuffled away from the 
window, sitting once again on 
the small prison cot As Pierce 
lay his throbbing head against 



ollection. It was almost as if 
it had all happened before, 
every last little bit of it. 

The two men escorted Pierre 
down the long hall toward the 
main prison door. He offered 
no resistance, knowing it was 
useless. They walked slowly 
out the door and into the small 
courtyard in front of the pri- 
son. The ominous framework 
of the guillotine rose to meet 

The two men led Pierre up 
the steps of the wooden plat- 
form. His head was placed on 
the lower portion of the frame- 
work and locked . tightly in 
place. As Pierre gazed down- 
'■;ker basket 




the \ 



ill, 



straining 



to be released raced through 
his mind. The entire situation 
seemed horribly familiar. 

Pierre's mind drifted to con- 
templation. He never would 
have dreamed that his plans 
would end this way, For 
months he had planned the 
murder of his wife. The plan 
had been absolutely flawless, 
and yet he was apprehended. 

The rattle of keys inter- 
rupted Pierre's thoughts, and 
the cell door swung slowly 
open. Two men ctad in black 
stood outside the small en- 
trance to the cell. Pierre stood 
up, walking towards the door. 
Although frightened by the 
prospect of execution, he Still 
had the strange feeling of rec- 



ti rik i 



s dcm 



I, the s 



of memory becai 
whelming. 

"It can't happen againl" he 
screamed in anguish. "Not 

Suddenly his ears were filled 
with the screech of tempered 
steel. A burst of searing pain 
shot through his brain, fol- 
lowed by a dizzying sense of 
falling. And then there was 
nothing. 

As Pierre awoke from a 
dreamless sleep, his lungs 
were filled by the musky odor 
of his small prison cell. He sat 
up, brushing tangled locks of 
hair back from his eyes. Stand- 
ing up slowly, he walked to- 
ward the tiny barred window 
of the cell, ■ 



THE STORY BEHIND THE STORY 



Due to the great number of 
letters we received in re- 
sponse to Tom Sutton's solo 
epic "Something to Remem- 
ber Me By" from CREEPY 
#44, we asked artist writer 
Sutton to reveal the sfory 
behind the story — 

In a low-ceilinged room 
on the seaward side of 
Hawthorne's House of 
Seven Gables, 1 stood in the 
early winter twilight, peer- 
ing out the wreathed window 
at the twisted bare-limbed 
trees, past the tiny family 
burial plot, out to the cold 
oncoming sea. Linger here 
for a while surrounded by 
the things of a long dark 
age and you will feel the 
isolation, the suspicion and 
the fear of the house's 
former occupants. Such 
places are like time ma- 
chines. Everything you see 
belongs to another time — 
a time of terror. You know 
that a single glance over 
your shoulder will reveal 
the present but, what if you 
looked and it wasn't there? 



Look hard at the old things. 
See the stories so long 
locked away, tales of a time 
when terror walked the 
night. I came away from the 
House of Seven Gables with 
a feeling for several stories 
about early New England. 
If only I have the time to 
tell what those ancient walls 
whispered to me. I have an- 
other story, several in fact, 
that I'm carefully preparing 
but I am uneasy when I 
work at night now. Some- 
thing keeps trying to ob- 
scure a detail here, a like- 
ness there to keep what I 
know from reaching you. 
They are safe from photo- 
graphs but they seem to 
feel threatened by a pencil 
which traces an ancient 
memory. There are powers, 
forces under the surface of 
these ancient houses that 
do not want these stories 
told. They will stop at noth- 
ing to prevent the unearth- 
ing of the legends for they 
prefer to lurk in anonymous 



shadow. 



TOM SUTTON 



HORRORS! A U.CL.A. H0RR0RTH0N!" 

The University of California at Los Angeles (U.CL.A.) re- 
cently held a "Horror-thon" (a party in which people dress 
up as famous monsters) and CREEPY Fan Allen G. Kracalik 
was in attendance, taking snapshots of Uncle CREEPY imi- 
tators and other mangey types. The chap above looks to us 
like he answers to the name of Robert Bloch of "Psycho" 
fame. Is that you. Bob? Horrors! Thanks again, Allen. 

OLD MASTER 
DISCOVERED! 

We thought you'd be inter- 
ested in seeing what one of 
the world's great old comic 
masters is up to. Jack Davis 
of EC and CREEPY fame, the 
first living artist to scratch 
out a lifelike portrait of our 
own dear Uncle CREEPY and 
that little bundle of joy. Cou- 
sin Eerie, is, among other 
things, doing promotional 
material for a local New York 
TV station. Pictured at left is 
a comical piece Jack drew for 
a horror movie show — a 
monster eating popcorn. 

COMICS COm TO LIFE! 

World renowned comic 
strip characters sprang to 
life recently on a CBS tele 
vision special starring movie 
femme fatal Raquel Welch as 
"Little Orphan Annie" and 
"All In The Family's" Caroll 
O'Connor (he plays Archie 
Bunker, family despot) as 
Orphan Annie's very own 
Daddy Warbucks. Presented 
by TV-variety show entre- 
preneur Ed Sullivan, the 
half-hour special celebrated 
long-time newspaper comic 
strips. The program was pre- 
sented in recognition of 
newspaper comics' Diamond 
Jubilee, over 75-years old, 





Loreahle I'ntle CREEPY't net to 
loceable anymore.' He umnlt your 
Fan page Art & Storiet! Cheer him 
up by tending your umrk in Now! 
Addrea mail to: 

CREEPY'S FAN CLUB 
c/o Warren Publishing Co. 
149 East 32nd Street 
New York, N.Y. 10016 





LADIEES AND GENTEEELMEN.' CRAZY CIRCUS 
IS PROUD TO PRESENT THE /MOST FANTASTIC HIGH- DIVING ACT 
OF THE CENTURY.' HE DIVES ONE-HUNDREP FEET IMTO A TINY 
ONE-FOOT HOLE IN SOUP GPOUNP AND COM£S OUT COMPLETELY/ 
UNHARMED AND UNBRUISED/ MY GOOD PEOPLE, I SIVE YOU.. 





WORRY MOT. IN OUST OWE 
WEEK.FRIEPHELM'S PART 
OF THE PACT MUST BE PAIP. 

WE HAVE PONE OL)R PART, 

YOL> AND I . WE HAVE ENABL- 

EP FRIEPHELM TO BECOME 

THE WORLPS MOST SPECTACULAR 

HIGH-PIVEREVER/ WITH MY 
POWER OF FORESIGHT ANP 
YOUR KNOWLEPSE OF ANCIENT 
FORGOTTEN WITCHDOCTOR IN- 
CANTATIONS ANP SYMBOLS, 

WE HAVE MAPE EACH OF 
FRIEDHELM'S FOOT-PEEP 

HOLES INTO A PILLOWV CUSHION 
WHICH CATCHES HIS FAL 
FORM AS A 





IT IS TRUE, SA-VHANT. HE THINKS 
HE IS A GOO, YET IT IS OUR DOING 
THAT HAS MAPE HIM GREAT. 



NOT SOLELY OUR DOING, FRlENP. WE MUST NOT 

FORGET OUR MASTER TO WHOM WE GIVE THE 

SPOILS OF OUR WORK. IT IS HE THAT FRIEPHELM 

SHOULP BE GRATEFUL TO. IT IS HE THAT HAS MAPE 

THAT ONCE NON-ENTITY INTO A SUPER-STAR OF 

INTERNATIONAL ACCLAIM / 




fCRfiZy OLD YELLOW SKIN.'l SAlP\ 
THATFeiEPHELM DIDNT HAVE 
ANY PRO/AlSES TO KEEP? AND I 
MFANT IT/ BUT WAIT/ WHAT IF 
YOUR BLACK- SKINNED BOY 
LEARNS OF THIS? HE'P 
MURDER ME SURE ' 




r I COULDNT LET THAT HAPPEN .' WHO WOULP^ 
ALL MY LITTLE ADMIRERS TURN TO THEN ? 
THEY'D WEEP SO FOR POOR FRIEDHELM/ 
THEY'D ALL COME TO MY FUNERAL AND.. .WO.' 
S/O.' I MUSTN'T EVEN THINK SUCH A 
THING. I MUST GET RID OF 
THE EVIDENCE J 



^WHERE CAN I DISPOSE OF...tfMM# 
THE LIONS HAVEN'T BEEN FED TONIGHT, 
HAVE THEY ? IT'D BE A SHAME TO 
SEE THE POOR creatures go with- 
out ANY MEAT TONIGHT/ 




_Z5- IT 6UtL7\ FK/£C>rtEiM ?/S JT GUILT 
THAT A\AK£S YOU SHIVER AS YOU 
CUMB TO THE OliZ/NG PLATFORM ? 




Or AREN 'T YOU CAPABLE OF GL//LT ? PERHA PS, 
rr /S &£AL/ZAT/ON/ otve, FR/EOHELM, 
C?!VE / 



0/VE AS YOU 8£GlN TO REAL/ZE THE TROTH.' 
P/VE AS YOU REAL/ZE THAT YOU REALLY 
PtCWT KKC SA-VHANT, YOU MERELY S^NT 
rt/M HOM£/ 




0TVE AS YOU REAL/ZE -JUST WHO'OUR MASTER" /S .' DIVE AS YOU REALIZE THAT THE 
PACT HAS NOT BEEN BROKEN/ 




&/VE / NOW YOU KNOW THAT YOU'VE MADE THE LONGEST CIVE OF ALL T/ME... 
...ALL TH£ WAY TO H£L\£. / 





If your newsstand's 
out of CREEPY, it may 
not be their fault! 
Maybe you just waited 
too long to buy one! 
Whyjicrt subscribe ^_ 

JFlLl?T~irE lfruroiiliuwl 



REAPy FOR A REAL BZAM BIAST, 6LFBFUL GHOULS? 
THEM. LET'S TURN OUR MINPS TO THE MSANE MOCK OF 



ADDRESS.. 

cmr 



1 store or newsstand's 
Eaddress 




CHECK MAGAZINES ORDERING 

CREEPY 



EERIE 

D 7 Issues 
□ 14 Issues 

VAMPIRELLA 

D 7 Issues $ 5.50 

D 14 Issues $10.00 

FAMOUS MONSTERS 

D 7 Issues » 5.50 

D 14 Issues 

I ENCLOSE S. 

ISSDE SUBSCRIPTION TO. 

MAGAZINE AS INDICATED ABOVE. 



IK CANADA, AM OUTSIDE THE U.S.. 

PLEASE ADD S1.S0 TO ALL RATES 

MAIL TD: WARREN PUBLISHING CO.. 

145 E. 32nd ST.. HEW YORK, NY. 10016 



CREEPY-FY Y0URNEW5STAND 



»t, you h»iflf trouble tlndln( CREEPY. EERIE, YAMPIREU* or 
FAMOUS MONSTERS it your newwlind? Sniitiini .your f»ti|t it- 
ciott yt« fin* Uw Ii*t cap* *»W outT Just fill Mt th« coupon 
brio- >nd .end it to ul TOMT! TM prekltm wi I ill Mm mm 
tit intf vm'II tbattfe fan from th* bottom cf Mt MKk Httl*. tatfti! 



■ Mail Coupon To:^»~tl»"i«jsjMj 



complete your 



isf-m*-** .ki 



COLLECTION NOWJ 

ORDER THfSE BACK ISSUES 



*jag 


"i 


li? *1 


*$1 




BE SURE TO SEUD FORTHESE BACK ISSUES OF UNCLE CREEPY S 
PULSATING PACKAGE OF TERROR TALES.' BUT ■... HURRY UP, •' 
THEY'RE GOING LIKE 31 OOP AT A VAAAPIRE CONVENTION// 



D0N7 WAIT! MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY!!! 



CREEPY BACK ISSUE OEPT. 



New York, N.V. 10016 I enclose _$. 



04S(Mel 

I9SB V£>KB00K iS3.001 ,...., 

1969 VtAHBOOK (H.OO) ™ ™ t ~ " 

1970 VESRBO0K 1*5.00) ADDRESS 



